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Bv him achiev'd, who, cloth'd in human flesh, 

The bleat Messiah, dwelt awhile on earth, 

And through the holy covenant, seal'd with blood, 

To Adam's race restor'd the smiles of Heaven. 

Thus the Eternal's will was done. In vain 

Against the Son of God did Satan rise. 

In vain did all Judea's wrath oppose ; 

He did the will of God ! he sav'd mankind !— 
Mysterious work ! and may the poet's art 

In dark and distant reverence dare approach 

A theme known only to th' omniscient mind ? 

O thou, Creator-Spirit ! in whose sight 

Here in the stillness, I pour out my prayer. 

Deign thou to consecrate my song f impart 

Whate'er thy fullest inspiration gives ; 

Make it resembling thee ; instinct alike 

With matchless beauty, and immortal strength. 
O give my song thy fire ! spirit of trath, 

That searchest the abyss of Deity, 

And makest e'en the children of the dust, 

Fit temples for thy residence below- 
Pure be my heart ! that so my trembling voice. 

All mortal as it is, may reach the strain 

That aims to sing a Deity appeased ; 

And that my totrring, hesitating steps, 

The formidable way may safely pass. 

Oh ye, who fain would know the gracious act 

That glorified your race, when down to earth, 

The world's Creator, as its Saviour came, 

Come, listen to my song 5 — ^but chiefly ye. 

The precious few, whom, as his bosom friends. 

The hallow'd Mediator loves and owns. 

Ye righteous souls, familiar with the depths 

Of awful judgment's dark futurity. 

Come, hear my song, and by your heavenly lives 

Sing your own pseahs to th' eternal Son.— 
' Twas near that holy city,' &c. 



TO, THE EDITOB OP THE HTOHTH AMEBIC Alf JOtTKWAI. 

Having been lately desired by a gentleman to send him 
the poetical translation of Martial's Epigram VII. 60. ; and 
Elphinstone's Martial not being in the library of the Universi- 
ty, I took the liberty of asking a common friend of ours to 
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furnish me with one. I had some reluctance in making the 
request, as there is no poetry in the original epigram, and very 
little wit or humour. The gentleman to whom I applied, 
however, with his customary readiness to oblige, immediately 
undertook, and performed the task ; and I confess that I was 
not a little surprised by the facility, liveliness, and pleasantry 
of his translation. I have obtained his leave to offer it for 
insertion in your work ; and I have no doubt, that it will 
amuse all your readers, though its peculiar and characteris- 
tick merit can be estimated only by those, who are capable 
of comparing it with the original, and who perceive the diffi- 
culty of a poetical translation. The Epigram, it will be per- 
ceived, is addressed to Domitian, upon his clearing the city 
of Rome of the nuisances with which it was incommoded. 

I will add, that the gentleman to whom I applied is the 
same who has furnished your work with the admirable trans- 
lations from Boileau, which have appeared in it. I express a 
wish common to many others, when I say, that I hope he will 
go on and give us translations of the remaining satires and 
epistles of the French poet j and then collect the whole, and 
publish them in a separate volume. 



Martial. Epigram. Lib. VII. 60. 

Ad Csesarem Domitianum ; de urbe laxata. 

Abstulerat totam temerarius institor urbetn j 

Inque sue nullum limine limen erat. 
Jussisti tenues, Germanice, crescere vices ; 

Et modo quae fuerat semita, facta via est. 
Nulla catenatis pila est praecincta lagenis ; 

Nee prsetor medio cogitur ire luto. 
Stringiturin densa nee coeca novacula turba ; 

Occupat aut totas nigra popina vias. 
Tensor, caupo, coquus, lanius, sua limina servant ; 

Nunc Roma est, nuper magna taberna fuit. 



TKANSIATIOK. 

To Comitiaii, on the city being cleared. 

Purse proud and bold, th' intrusive huckster clown 
Had almost robb'd us of this blessed town. 
Thresholds had e'en tiieir very thresholds lost. 
Till thou, Germanicus, the ruin saw'st. 
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Thy hand enlarg'd the narrow alley's maze, 
And paltry foot paths chang'd to spacious ways. 
Pillars no more along the road are hung 
With flagon signs, interminably strung, 
No more the horrours of the miry street 
Clog and defile the passing prsetor's feet. 
Nor, plying mid the city's throng his trade, 
Wields now the barber his uncertain blade.* 
Nor the black grog shop studs the city round. 
Cook — butcher — ^grocer — all their place have found. 
How chang'd from all that shock'd our eyes before, 
'Tis Rome, fair Rome, a huckster's stall no more. 

» caeanovacula. I must disscpt from the author of tlie Delpliiti 

Edit, who after t» o explanations, still gives up the passage as dubious. The 
razor, it appears to me. Martial supposed to be blind, or apt to cut on ac- 
count of the darkness and shadows unavoidable • in densa turba.' 



